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Turning Leaves
He said that i was crazy.
Maybe. i wouldn't tell him even if i knew for ure.
"Perhaps you 're a manic depressive."
Someday, when i'm happy, i'll tell you what it feels like to be sad.
He asked who the girl in the picture was.
"My best friend who made me miserable," i replied.
" he's gorgeous. I want to meet her. "
i just wanted to introduce him to the real me. Instead of telling him, i looked out
the window and watched the leaves turn red.
Don't get too close to the original. It might look mundane.
i said to myself in a fleeting moment of introspection.
But what if tl1e original draws you near?
He's like the first leaf that turns color. All the others have to follow and fade from
green to orange.
othing ever stays the same.
i used to slide down the hill feet first. Then head first.
Now i'm sliding heart first, and the rest of me can't catch up.
Earth's children sliding down the hill without any mirrors. And if
there were a mirror, i wouldn 't be able to find my imageEven if he was sliding beside me, holding a hand-held mirror.
Sliding down the hill into the welcoming whirlpool.
i wonder at night when the rain is pounding against the windows,
does he, too, wake to the sound and listen for a moment?
hear the splatter of each individual raindrop onto the glass?
Or does he sleep soundly though the rain. Dreaming of someone else?
Golden light spiraling forth over the pillow.
The warmth filling the bedroom as dawn steals the night.
The golden moment of morning tears itself into the room.
Standing barefoot on the edge of wakening, i take up space.
i shrink back into the nothingness so that the atoms of existence will not be
disturbed.
"You 're too messed up," he accused.
"You 're addictive and obsessive. "
Well, cast your gossamer fishing wire my way (i said with my eyes)
i'll bite the bait and gladly hook myself in the cheek.
And reel me in.
Skin me. i said with a smile.
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J-le chanted melodic words in my ear.
verses of confusion.
With each word, he filled my empty shell: the thrusts of his body were only secondary.
i wouldn't have done it. i wouldn't have given in.
But i thought his hazel eyes matched the color of mine.
Green brimming gray brimming brown.
confu ion brimming pain swirling in the depth.
But i was mistaken. His eyes weren't windows. I saw that they were only mirrors.
-Erin Lott '96
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